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not invented. You take great thought how to escape
your destiny, and cannot understand why your childish
art does not help you; and all the time the stars wander
innocently in their courses up yonder. You debase, you
lacerate tolerant Nature wherever she tolerates you, but
she lives on in never-ending youthfulness, and you cannot
banish her autumn and her spring, her ether you cannot
spoil!
Oh, divine must she be, since you may destroy, and
yet she grows not old, and in spite of you beauty
remains!
It is heartrending, too, to see your poets, your artists,
and all who still honour genius, who love beauty and
cultivate it. The good ones, they live in the world like
.strangers in their own home, just like the long-suffering
Ulysses, when he sat at his door as a beggar, while the
shameless suitors blustered in the hall and asked: Who
has brought this tramp here ?
Full of love and spirit and hope young poets grow
up for the German nation; you see them seven years
later, and they wander like shadows, silent and cold, they
are like soil which the foe has sown with salt so that it
can never produce a blade of grass, and if they speak,
woe to him who understands them, who sees in their
stormy titanic power and in their protean arts only the
desperate fight that their troubled, beautiful spirits fight
with the barbarians among whom they have to live.
All earthly things are imperfect, that-is the old song
of the Germans. If only someone would tell these